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Summary 


It's a normal day in the Ghost Zone, until Danny Phantom floats in looking *different*. With 
horror, the ghosts realize that he's been killed and is now a full ghost. Worse still, he doesn't 
remember *anything*, even his own name. 


Skulker, sure that whatever managed to kill Danny must be a threat to the entire Ghost Zone, 
helps the boy recover a bit. When they go to the Human World to find some answers, though, 
Skulker realizes a few things about his former enemy. 


AKA The Ghosts become Danny's family because I just like when Danny has Ghost Buds, 
and there's also A Lot Of Angst 


Notes 


Copy and pasted from my Tumblr, the formatting is weird but I'm way too tired to fix it right 
now I am so sorry 


See the end of the work for more notes 


(One of my cats died today. So I wrote angst because I'm sad. Death tw, abuse tw, child 
murder tw, PTSD mentions tw, grief, mourning, murder, severe injury/body horror) 


Skulker and Ember sit on the edge of Skulker's island, enjoying the view as Kitty and Johnny 
have another spat above them. 


"They're really never going to get their act together, huh?" Ember eats some ghostly popcorn. 


"I doubt it," Skulker says, "And I hope they don't. This is the best show we've got here." 


Ember raises and eyebrow at him, reaching for her guitar. Skulker holds his hands up. 
"Except your shows, of course!" 


Ember grins. "Darn right!" 


As they watch, though, Skulker notices something in the distance. A small form, drifting 
closer. "Hmm, I thought everyone else cleared out to let the fight run it's course." 


"Probably some new ghost," Ember dismisses. "Look, it's all slow and nervous." 


They ignore the approaching dot, until they see Johnny and Kitty stop fighting. They both 
gear up for a fight at first, but then drop the tension. 


"Whoa." Ember stands up. "What's big enough to make them stop fighting?" 


She and Skulker fly up. "What's happening?" Skulker demands to know. 


"I... I think that's Danny," Kitty says slowly. 


"The whelp?" Skulker shakes his head. "He never comes here this leisurely." 


"He looks lost." 


"He has a map." 


"He looks hurt." 


"Why should we ca-" 


"Excuse me?" 


They break off their bickering. The ghost is now floating right in front of them. All of their 
eyes go wide. 


It's Danny, but not. His skin is pale blue, and there's ectoplasm pouring out of his chest. he 
has his arms crossed over the wound, his hands shaking a little. 


"Oh, kid." Johnny doesn't know what to think here. "What happened to you?" 


Danny blinks. "I... I don't know. I don't... remember..." He shivers. "Where am I?" 


Ember gives him a look.. "The Ghost Zone? Duh?" 


Danny's eyes widen now. "Ghost Zone? But... but that means I-" he pulls his hand away, 
staring at the ectoplasm. "No, no, no..." 


Skulker floats closer. The wound in Danny's chest is horrific. Something had ripped through 
his suit, burning the flesh underneath and sizzling down to the bone. Skulker can count every 
rib, gleaming green with ectoplasm. He can't believe what he's seeing. No-one has ever 
gotten a shot at Phantom like this. 


Danny hugs himself again, covering the wound. "I died?" His voice squeaks. 


"... Did you?" Kitty's voice is soft. 


"I... don't..." Danny shivers again. "I- I need help." 


All four ghosts share a glance. He's Phantom. Their greatest enemy. Beaten all of them more 
times than they can count. 


... But he's also beaten ghosts far stronger than them. Ghosts they all feared. So if something 
could hurt him this badly... 


"Come with us, kid." Johnny summons over his motorcycle. "Sit here, you need some rest." 


Danny gets on the bike, looking nervous. "Do... do I know you?" He asks it like he's 
ashamed. 


"What do you mean?" 


"I don't... know you," Danny says slowly. 


All four older ghosts share terrified looks. 


"Do you know me?" Ember asks. "My name?" 


Danny shakes his head. 


"What about me?" Skulker hopes for a different answer. 


But it's another shake. 


"... Do you know your name?" Kitty ventures. 


Danny thinks. Thinks, thinks... 


"I... I don't." His voice is a broken whisper. "I... I-I don't know... who I am." He clings to 
Johnny. "I don't know who IJ am, I-I don't- what's happened, where-" 


"You did die," Kitty breathes out. 


Skulker takes in Danny's blue skin, his timid demeanor. The lack of memory, as well... not 
uncommon for when someone... first... forms... 


Skulker can't believe the words as they come out of his mouth. "You're a full ghost." 


Johnny whistles as he gets a good look at the wound. "That's the kind of death to stick with 
you forever." 


Danny looks confused. 


"Some injuries never fade away," Johnny explains. "Just stay as part of your form." 


"So... I'll have this forever?" Danny touches his rib, and shudders. "I hate this feeling." 


Skulker is pouring over his own files, trying to find a clue. "He defeated Pariah!" he shout- 
whispers, just low enough Danny can't hear. "So what in the Zone did this to him?!" 


"Maybe just a lucky shot," Ember whispers back. 


"No... no, this is precise. Right in the center of his torso. This was meant to kill." 


"Why're we even helping the dipstick?" Ember glares back at Danny. He looks at her, and 
waves nervously. 


"Because he doesn't remember that we're enemies, which means for now he won't do 
anything to ruin any plans. Because if something was able to kill him, we need him well 
enough to find out what and how. And because, as he is, a regular ghost, he is no longer a 
unique enough prey." 


Ember looks back at Danny again. "... Looks rough," she admits. "... Whatever did that didn't 
have any mercy." 


Johnny sighs. "Sorry kid, that's all I've got for you." 


The shirt is far too baggy, and full of holes. But it covers the chest wound, at least. 


Danny looks tiny in it. 


"It's fine," Danny says. He still crosses his arms over his chest. "Thanks." 


Skulker comes back into the room. "I've sent out word," he says somberly. "A few of the 
others say they'll be here to help our efforts soon." 


"Others? Efforts? ... What's going on?" 


"We know you," Skulker says, sitting down. "We all know you quite well, in fact. And we 
want to know what killed you." 


"Yeah, me too," Danny mutters. "How did I know you all?" 


"... Um... work related," Skulker says. 


Danny blinks. "Okay." He doesn't know any better than to take Skulker's word. "You're all 
going to help me?" 


"Yes." 


Kitty wrings her hands. "Do you remember anything?" 


Danny rubs his head. "Um... I-I remember... being scared. Panicked. Some kind of... flash. 
And then I was here. Drifting." 


"Anything else?" Ember presses. 


Danny closes his eyes. "... Yelling. Someone was... yelling." 


Narrows it down to... literally anything. 


"I'm here!" Sidney flies in, first of the others to arrive. "Where is- whoa." Sidney boggles at 
Danny. "You're a real ghost!" 


"Um. Aren't we all?" 


"Yes, but-! Oh, no..." Sidney pulls up a chair. "You don't know me? We had a great fight!" 


"We did? ... I'm sorry, I guess. Sorry, I don't remember anything." 


"Not a thing? What about the bullies? The diet sodas?" 


Danny stares at him blankly. "What?" 


"Move over, reject." Spectra, now there, shoves Sidney out of the chair. "Surely you 
remember me." There's a dangerous glint in her eyes. 


Danny shakes his head. Her murderous look fades. "Really?" 


"... I... guess you look like a um, maybe a teacher?" 


Spectra slumps back in the chair. "The school? The hospital? Surely you remember about 
your sister and what I-" 


"I have a sister?" Danny hugs himself even tighter. "Is she okay? Is she here too?" 


Spectra stares at him, mouth wide-open.. She just gets up, and leaves Johnny's lair entirely. 


"Did I say something wrong?" 


Box Ghost. Technus. Dora. Lunch Lady. Skulker even releases Fright Knight, just to see. 


Danny doesn't know a single one of them. 


"I came as soon as I heard!" Frostbite races into Johnny's lair. "Where is The Great One?" 


"That's you," Ember says, nudging Danny. 


"Oh! Um, why?" 


"Beats me," Ember scoffs. "These Far Frozen guys aren't exactly my favorite company." Her 
flame hair flares a bit. 


"Oh." Danny looks up as Frostbite approaches. "Hi. Uh, is 'Great One' my name?" 


Frostbite kneels down, his eyes filled with sadness. "No. It's Danny." 


"Danny. ... Okay, I... that... sounds right..." He sounds uncertain. 


"... May I see the wound, Great One?" 


Danny hugs himself again. 


"Please. I'm trying to help." 


Danny hesitates, but moves his hands. He lifts up the shirt a little, showing the ruined suit and 
burned away flesh. Frostbite gives a horrified gasp. Danny winces. 


Frostbite swallows, and begins examining closer. "Well... your Core seems intact." His voice 
shakes. "... I could perhaps help you in the Far Frozen, to heal some of this wound. But... I 
fear it won't be by much." 


"... Do you know what did it?" 


Frostbite shakes his head. "Only that this is clearly an ecto-energy caused wound." He looks 
at Skulker. "I'm taking him back to my city. You can come see him when he's healed, but only 
if you uphold this truce with him." 


Skulker nods. "As much as I hate to admit it... we need answers more than I need revenge." 


Danny pokes the wound. "At least it stopped, duh, leaking?" He's not sure if 'bleeding' 
applied to what it was doing, without blood being the thing coming out. 


Frostbite chuckles a little. "Yes, at least there's that." He looks at the scan of Danny's brain. 
"Well, the good news is that you seem to have a completely average case of Ghostly 
Amnesia. Nothing unusual about the lack of memory. The bad news, 1s that there's no way to 
know when you'll regain your memories." Frostbite sighs. "Or... if, you'll regain them." 


Danny rubs his arms. "So... so what do I do?" 


"Well... most ghosts create lairs," Frostbite says, sitting next to the child (child, he's a child-). 
"I believe the young couple, what were their names... Johnny and Kitty, I think offered to 
show you how to do it." 


"What's a lair?" 


"A domain within the Ghost Zone. Your own space. Like... a house." 


"My own house," Danny repeats. "What should I put in it?" 


"It'll fill itself, once you carve out the space. Fill with things relevant to you, your life Before. 
For some ghosts, this unlocks their memories. For others... it serves as a haunting reminder 
that they don't know who they were." 


Danny swallows, and nods. "... Can I... go back?" he asks, a little afraid of his own question. 


Frostbite nods. "It might not be a pleasant experience. But, yes. It's possible." 


Danny nods, looking at his hands. "Do... you know if there's anyone there who misses me?" 
y g a > 


"Of course there are! You have two wonderful friends who you hold very dear, and in 
meetings before you've told me of a wonderful family! A mother and father, and a loving 
sister!" 


Danny smiles a little. "Is it bad that makes me feel a little better? I-I know I should be sad 
that they're probably hurting, but..." 


"It's nice to know you'll be remembered and missed," Frostbite finishes. "Not a bad thing to 
feel at all." 


"I can fight?" Danny shakes his head. "I-I'm a kid, I think!" 


"A very powerful one," Skulker says, shivering even in his suit. "Blast this frozen 
wasteland... the point is, you must have died during a fight." 


" 


... I... guess that explains... my chest..." 


Skulker nods. "So perhaps, a fight will rejog your memory." 


"Wait, but I don't know how to-" 


Skulker shoots a very small beam at Danny's feet. Danny yelps, jumping up and floating in 
the air. 


"You kick a lot," Skulker says. "Try it now." 


Danny gulps. He lands, and gives a weak kick. 


"No, no, you do flying kicks." 


Danny floats up a bit, and flies at Skulker. The kick is still weak, no heart put into it. Why 
would there be? Danny only knows Skulker as someone who's helping him. 


Skulker sighs, rubbing his face. "Perhaps we'll focus on your powers. You can go intangible, 
yes?" 


"I think so." Danny closes his eyes, and does indeed go intangible. "That one feels natural." 


"Of course it does, you're a ghost. Now... what about your ecto-beams?" 


"My what?" 


"Ecto-beams." Ember suddenly appears behind Danny. 


Danny yelps, shooting away from her. A small green spark comes off his hands. Ember grins. 
"That's it, baby pop!" She disappears again. 


Danny looks around, eyes moving faster than his head. "Where-" 


Ember shove shim from behind, becoming visible again. Danny yelps, falling forward into 
the snow. He pops back up, scowling a little. The spark by his hands is bigger now. 


"One more go!" Ember disappears again. Danny backs into a corner, looking all around him- 


Ember appears, and fires off a power cord from her guitar. 


Danny's eyes go wide, turning completely green. He turns away and cowers. His hands spark 
again, and then it travels up his arms and to his chest! A shield leaps from his wound, starting 
at his Core and enveloping him! 


It stays up after the cord is gone. Danny doesn't move. 


"Whel- erm, Danny?" Skulker walks over. "You can put that down now." 


Danny is shaking, eyes wide and unseeing, still purely green. 


"Danny," Skulker tries again, the name feeling awkward coming from his mouth. "Put the 
shield down. We're fighting." 


No change. 


"Ember, get Frostbite. Something is wrong." 


"No more fighting," Frostbite says, arms crossed. 


"If he doesn't remember, we can't find out what threat is out there!" Skulker argues. 


"He had a PTSD episode. He's still not fully recovered. No more fighting. He's fragile right 
now." 


"We're taking him where?" Kitty asks, arms crossed. 


Skulker scowls at her. "Look, I wouldn't be asking, but Frostbite refuses to allow the whelp 
out of the Far Frozen without a group. The child can't even use his ecto-beams." 


Johnny crosses his arms. "Why us?" 


"You're a good distraction, and your shadow could be useful if we need to make a getaway.' 


"Look, it's a nice plan, but where would we even start? Kid fights ghost's every day, and we 
don't know how long he was floating here. Could have been weeks ago, and everything's 
cleaned up by now." 


"So we ask a source in the human world when Phantom's last known sighting was." 


Johnny scoffs. "What 'source in the human world'?" 


"Now this is unusual." Vlad raises an eyebrow when Skulker turns visible. 


"This is urgent." Skulker crosses his arms. "When was Phantom's last known fight?" 


"Why?" Vlad grins, amused. "Hunting again?" 


"No." Skulker's expression remains serious. 


Vlad sighs. "Well, I might know, but I don't think just giving out such valuable informa-' 


"He's dead." 


Vlad stills. His expression is unreadable. "What?" 


" 


"He showed up in the Ghost Zone, a full ghost. No human side. 


Vlad stares, and then lets out a huffed laugh. "You're joking." 


"Do I look like I'm joking?" 


Vlad shakes his head. "Daniel isn't dead, his parents would have let me know by now. Jack 
would have come sobbing." 


"Well, he is." 


Vlad's still unreadable. "How do you know I didn't do it?" 


"He has no chest anymore. Just exposed ribs and ectoplasm." 


Vlad looks out the window. "... He was fighting some kind of animal ghost." Vlad's tone is 
flat. "A loud battle, started on that corner there." He points. "The fight disappeared into a 
construction site and no-one heard anything else about it." 


Skulker nods. "Then that's where we'll be bringing him." 


Vlad stares out at the city. "... He's really no longer a Halfa?" 


"No " 


Vlad stays silent, and then lets out a humorless chuckle. "He was right. ... | am bitter and 
alone now, aren't I?" 


He turns. Skulker is already gone. 


Danny floats before the portal, nervously tugging at the strings of his new hoodie. 


Skulker stole it on his way back from Vlad's. He didn't tell Danny that, and Danny was just 
grateful to have something that fit and still covered his chest. 


"What if I don't remember anything?" 


"Then we go to Clockwork," Ember growls. "He's elusive and weird, but if there's something 
out there that managed to kill you, he's probably scared too." 


"... Was I that good at fighting?" 


"Very formidable," Skulker confirms. 


Danny looks a little proud of that. 


"Well?" Kitty taps her foot impatiently. "Are we going through or not?" 


"We are." Skulker moves for the portal, and everyone follows. 


Except Danny. 


They all pause just in front of it. 


"Come on, baby pop," Ember says, gesturing at the portal. "What's the holdup?" 


"I..." Danny hugs himself. "I don't know if I can do this." He floats there, looking like a 
scared little kid. ... Being a scared little kid. 


"What, do you want us to hold your hand?" Johnny snarks. 


Danny looks to the side, a green blush appearing on his cheeks. 


"Not it," Kitty and Johnny say at the same time. 


Ember shakes her head. "Not with that ice core of his." 


All eyes turn to Skulker. 


"What?! You can't possibly expect me to-" 


"You're the one who wants to check the human world," Kitty points out. 


Skulker scowls. "... Fine." 


He floats back to Danny, and grabs Danny's hand. Danny looks up in surprise. But... he 
relaxes a little. Skulker grumbles as he and Danny float back. Then... they all go into the 
portal. 


They get to the construction site, and start exploring. Skulker has a tiny drone following them 
to provide light. "Anything look familiar yet?" he asks, impatient. Danny is still holding his 
hand, having not known how to stay steady while flying in the human world anymore. 


Danny shakes his head. "No, not yet." 


They keep going. "Hey, look at this." Ember stops everyone, and picks a bit of black shiny 
fabric off the ground. She turns it over, showing circuitry melded with the fabric. 


Kitty and Johnny groan. "Ghost-Hunter fabric," they say in unison. 


Danny turns invisible. "Ghost Hunters?" 


"Don't worry, most of them are idiots," Johnny assures. "They probably just got involved in 
the fight and then left." 


Skulker peers at the fabric. "But it's a lead. Let's see, who had the biggest grudge against 
you..." He pulls up his files and goes through. "Ah, here!" 


He points at a photo of a young woman in a red and black suit. "This one. Vowed vengeance 
more than once. We'll speak to her first." 


"Is this okay to be doing?" Danny whispers as they hover outside of Valerie's window, 
invisible. "It feels wrong." 


"We're ghosts, child. Morals apply differently to us." Still with Danny's hand in his (Danny 
seems afraid to let do, like he thinks he'll be sucked back into the depths of the Ghost Zone if 
he does), the five ghosts enter Valerie's home through the walls. 


Valerie is sitting on her couch, alone. Her dad must be at work, because there's no sounds in 
the house. Just her, looking at a picture. 


Danny leans over her. "Is that... me?" 


Valerie yelps, jumping off the couch and dropping the photo. She reaches for behind the TV, 
pulling out a ghost hunting gun. "Who's there? Show yourself!" 


"I'm sorry!" Danny blurts. Skulker sighs. He shows himself first, Danny turning visible after. 
The other three stay invisible, just in case. 


Valerie scowls at Danny. "You! I'm not in the mood to deal with you right now!" 


But Danny's eyes are fixed on the photo. He pulls his hair in front of his eyes, and then looks 
at the photo again. "I had black hair?" 


"What're you doing here?" Valerie spits. 


"Do you know who killed him?" Skulker points at Danny. 


Valerie looks at Skulker like he's nuts. "How would I know who killed him?! He died who 
knows how long ago!" 


Danny picks up the photo. "I had blue eyes, too." 


"PUT THAT DOWN!" Valerie shoots, and Skulker blocks it for Danny. 


"No shooting!" He rips the gun out of her hands. "He'll go into shock, and this whole ordeal 
will have been for nothing! Now tell us what you know!" 


Valerie glares daggers at Danny. "Put the picture down first," she growls. 


He looks at her, tilting his head. "We... were friends, right?" 


"Us? No," she spits. "You and I are nothing close to friends." 


He points at the picture. "Yes we were." 


She snatches it away. "That's not you!" She looks at it, her rage falling away. She shakes her 
head, tears forming. "That's Danny Fenton. He is- ... was.: Her voice becomes small. 


She sits down, slumping. "Was, my friend." 


Danny puts a hand over his chest. "But that's me. I-I know it is." 


"Danny Fenton was alive while you were still causing trouble everywhere," she says 
venomously. "I don't know where you've been hiding for the last week, but-" 


"That's me," he insists again. "It is!" 


"Stop saying that! You were dead long before he was!" The tears are streaming down her face 
now. 


"No, I wasn't!" Danny sounds like he's pleading. "I wasn't! I-I wasn't- I just..." 


"Danny," Skulker says. "Show her your chest." 


Danny hugs himself with his free arm. "N-no." 


"Show her." 


Danny looks at Valerie. "... You... were my friend," he says slowly. "So... I can trust you, 
right?" 


Valerie crosses her arms. "With what?" 


Danny looks down, and slowly pulls up his shirt. 


Valerie's glare widens into shock, and then horror. "Oh my god... but... but..." 


She looks at his face. Slowly, she walks closer. She holds the photo up next to him. Her lip 
trembles. 


"... Danny?" 


"...V-Val?" He tries. "... Is that right?" 


Valerie covers her mouth, stumbling back. She shakes her head. "No, no, Phantom is- you- 
Danny died in an accident, just-just... last... week... oh, god..." 


She collapses to her knees, clutching the picture. 


"He was killed on purpose," Skulker says, squeezing Danny's hand a little as the boy starts to 
shake. "We found fabric from a Ghost Hunter suit where it happened." 


"It-it wasn't me," Valerie sobs. "I-I haven't gone out in a month. Dad's been stressed, and I-I 
had to pick up more shifts, Danny was helping me study, we would IM each other little 
quizzes, no, no..." 


Danny shakes more, bright blue tears falling down his face. 


"Do you know who has been active?" Skulker presses. 


"Just The Fentons," Valerie sobs, looking up at Danny. "You-you look so cold..." 


"Focus," Skulker says. "We're trying to find a killer. Now, we don't think any ghost hunter 
managed to do this. Not one in this ton, anyway. But whoever was there would have seen 
what happened." 


Valerie wipes her eyes. "Check-check the school," she sniffles, hiccuping. "Some kids got 
ahold of a bunch of weapons and suits somehow three weeks ago. I think the Guys In White 
left them behind or something." 


"Then we'll go there next," Skulker says to the others. He starts to leave, but feels Danny 
resist. 


Danny lets go of his hand for a moment, his sweatshirt dropping back down to hide the hole. 
He floats over to Valerie, and hugs her. 


Valerie stiffens at first. But after a long moment, she hugs back. 


"I'm sorry, Danny." She hugs tightly. "I know you wouldn't... god, how many 
misunderstandings must have... I'm sorry." 


"If it helps, I don't remember what you're apologizing for." 


Valerie sobs again. 


"Why'd we come here during the day again?" Johnny asks as they pull up to the school, 
hearing the bell ring inside. 


"Because he would know it best in daylight," Skulker says. "Now remember, Danny, no 
talking." 


They head inside, invisible and intangible. Kids pass right through them, not noticing 
anything. 


They walk the halls, looking into lockers for any Ghost Hunting Gear. Danny's eyes follow a 
student as he walks past, a large blond boy talking to his friend. 


"I keep stopping by his locker to call him names," the blond kid says. "I never thought I'd 
miss that loser." 


Danny tugs at Skulker, the two of them holding hands again. "Hey, what about that kid? He 
was talking about someone like they're dead. Maybe it's me." 


"Worth looking into," Skulker says. They follow the blond kid, letting the other three keep 
looking. 


They pass through a couple more locker-lined hallways until the blond kid stops at one. The 
locker has a photo stuck to it. Danny, when he was alive. 


Two other lockers slam, and a girl in scene-ish clothes steps in front of the blond kid. "Back 
off, Dash." 


"I'm just here to-" 


"He took enough of your abuse when he was here!" another kid, wearing a red beanie and 
yellow sweater, snaps. "Back off!" 


"Alright, alright!" The blond kid walks away. "They're lucky I don't punch grieving people," 
he mutters as he walks through Danny. 


Danny pulls forward a little more. "I know them," he whispers. 


"I know." Skulker recognizes the two kids too well. "You can't say hello." 


The girl turns to the locker, wiping away a smudge on the door. "Have you seen Jazz today?" 


The boy shakes his head. "Think she's still at their aunt's house." 


"I thought she was coming back." 


"I don't blame her for changing her mind." 


The girl hangs her head. "... Should we try the Ouija board again?" 


"It doesn't work." 


"It might work this time." 


The boy sighs, clearly tired. But he pulls a board out of his bag. "Come on, I think the 
computer lab is free." 


Danny tugs Skulker again. "We have to follow them! I-I know them!" 


"We're on a mission-" 


"No, I mean I remember them, kind of! Maybe they can help!" 


Skulker relents. A memory is worth chasing, for any ghost. 


They follow the two kids into the empty lab. They watch them set up the board, go through 
the usual. 


"Danny?" The girl's voice shakes. "Are you here?" 


Danny leans over, and pushes the piece. Yes 


Both kids suck in a breath. 


"... Prove that it's you." The boy sounds wary. 


Danny hesitates. And then, slowly, he spells out, Saw Val. 


The boy looks offended, the girl sagging. "You saw her first?" 


Looking for killer 


The girl snarls. "Was it her?" 


"Danny, what happened to you? The casket was closed. You went into a fight, and we just 
never saw you again." 


I don't know 


"You don't know?" 


No memory 


"Of how you died?" 


Of anything 


They both still. "But... you remember us," the girl says slowly 


No names 


"... You don't know our names?" Her voice cracks. 


No 


The boy clears his throat. "Tucker," he croaks. "I'm Tucker. We... we've been friends forever." 


"I'm Sam." She wipes her eyes. "Sam Manson. You used to sneak me CDs before I went full 
goth-rebellion on my parents." 


"Why aren't you showing yourself?" Tucker's voice is rough, ragged. "Are you hurt?" 


Hiding 


"Why?" 


Killer could be here 


"So why risk coming back?" 


Have help 


"From who?" 


Ghost friends 


"Danny..." Sam sounds worried. "What ghost frie-" 


The bell rings. Sam and Tucker startle. 


"Danny," Sam says quickly, "We miss you. So, so much." 


"Come visit us later, dude," Tucker pleads. "We need to see you again." 


Okay 


"Ms. Manson, Mr. Foley." 


A tall bald man stands in the door, looking sympathetic. "It's time for class, kids." 


"But we finally found Danny," Tucker says. "Just a few more min-" 


"Mr. Foley." The man looks near tears. "Mr. Fenton is... gone. And even if a ghost is lingering 
around here... you know what a ghost is. It's not your friend." 


Sam and Tucker share a look, knowing better. But they can't argue. 


"Let us say bye," Sam asks. 


"Just goodbye." 


The man steps away, and Sam and Tucker sigh. 


"We'll wait for you, Danny," Sam promises. "Just pop in any time, at either of our houses." 


"We have Jazz's number, too." Tucker smiles a little. "Can let you call her." 


They both linger a moment longer. 


"... Bye, Danny." 


"Bye, Danny." 


They pack up, and slowly leave the room. 


Danny lets loose a sob, curling up. Skulker startles at the sudden change in Danny's 
demeanor, the young ghost having been almost stoic the whole time he spoke to them with 
the Ouija board. 


Skulker hesitantly pats Danny's back. Danny suddenly clings to Skulker in a hug, sobbing 
into his armor. 


Skulker panics for a second, and then slow, puts his arms around Danny. If they're going to 
continue on... maybe the boy needs this. Just for a second. 


"No dice," Ember says when Danny and Skulker finally meet back up with them on the roof. 
"No ghost hunting stuff at all." 


"Only clue was his sister's locker was empty," Johnny says. 


Kitty crosses her arms. "You remembered where her locker is?!" 


"Uh, I um-" 


"Have this fight later," Skulker snaps. "We've hit a dead end!" 


"You're darn right you have!" 


The group turns at the shout and the sound of a gun powering up. A woman in a blue Ghost 
Hunter suit stands with her weapon ready, a large man in an orange suit standing next to her 
with a tube in hand. 


Danny hid behind Skulker on instinct. Skulker feels Danny start to shake behind him. 


Skulker activates a rocket launcher in his shoulder and fires, bored. "We're on a mission 
here." 


They manage to avoid the rockets, the woman ducking and rolling away, the man just 
jumping to cover. "We are too!" the man shouts. 


"Get out of our city!" The woman's voice sounds raw, like her throat is sore. 


"We're trying to find something threatening your stupid city!" Ember yells, pulling out her 
guitar. "Like it or not, we're on the same page right now!" 


"WE ARE NEVER ON THE SAME PAGE WITH GHOSTS!" They both shriek the words, 
with rage and grief. Danny shudders again behind Skulker. 


The man pops open his tube, wires springing out of it, ready to grab Johnny! Johnny scowls. 
"Shadow, defend!" 


His shadow pulls itself from the ground, swooping over the man and his tool. The tool short- 
circuits, flopping to the ground uselessly! 


"You guys need to settle down," Ember says with a wicked grin. "Maybe a little tune will 
calm you down!" 


She strums a cord, sending out an electrical pulse! The gun the woman was just powering up 
fails, sparking in her hands! She drops it, and scowls at the ghosts. 


She pulls out a smaller gun from her suit, and jumps out to aim it. "Eat Ecto-Disruptor, 
protoplasm scum!" 


She fires, and it hits Kitty's shoulder even as she moves to get away. Kitty falls to the ground, 
her entire form disrupted. 


"Kitty!" Johnny grabs her, brushing her hair out of her face. "Speak to me, baby!" 


Skulker scowls. " Now this is personal." he holds up his arms, letting go of Danny's hand. He 
fires his blasters in rapid-fire! 


The woman dives and rolls and flips out of the way of each one, the man tinkering with 
something behind his cover! The woman reaches him and he hands her a new weapon, a bow 
staff of metal. 


She glares at Skulker and Ember, raising the staff! She runs at them! 


Ember releases another cord, but the woman hits it away with the staff. She jumps at them, 
striking Ember in the chest! Ember screams, electricity shooting into her! She collapses, 
unconcious! 


Skulker grabs the woman by the neck, lifting her up. His flaming hair flares up, his eyes wide 
with rage. "YOU WILL NEVER TOUCH HER AGAIN!" 


The woman narrows her eyes, and taps her feet together. 


The man pops out of hiding, running at Skulker while finishing up some new gadget. "Get a 
taste of Fenton Plasmic-Poppers!" 


He throws the sticks at Skulker, and they all embed in. Skulker tries to pull them out, but 
they're stuck. 


Beep 


Beep 


BEEP 


BEEP! 


They explode, sending Skulker shooting back! He drops the woman, and she lands on her 
feet, rubbing her neck. "Teach you to invade our-! O-oh." 


Danny stares at them, still as stone. 


The woman puts her hands to her mouth. "Oh, oh, Danny. Danny is-is that you?" 


Skulker groans, lifting his head. His suit is badly damaged, but still functional. He sees 
Johnny trying to wake Kitty, all his focus on her. He sees Ember, laying limp on the ground. 


He sees Danny, frozen. 


"Son," the man says, a lump in his throat based on his voice. "Son, it-it's us." 


"Danny, do-do you recognize us?" The woman holds her hand out. 


Danny reels back. 


"It's okay!" the woman exclaims. "Sweetie, it's-it's us. Your pa-" 


"You did it," he breaths out. 


Skulker's Core pulses tightly. What? 


"We didn't mean to," the woman pleads. 


"We would never hurt you on purpose," the man says, taking off his goggles and hood. 
"Danny, we would never-" 


"You did." Danny stumbles back. "You- the fight. The-the fight. I had the-the ghost, and 
you... you came in-" 


"We didn't know-" 


"You killed it." 


"We were trying to protect everyone, including y-" 


"You shot me." 


His voice comes out breathless. 


The woman and man both stop coming closer. The woman lowers her goggles and hood next. 
"We didn't know." Tears stream down her face. "We would never have shot if we'd-" 


"You hurt my friends." Danny stumbles back again. "You're going to hurt me again." 


"Never," she sobs out. "We'll never hurt you again, we swear-" 


"You're killers." His voice shakes. "You killed me, you-you want to kill all of us. I-I 
remember threats, endless threats and laughing about them-" 


"We weren't threatening you!" the man is barley holding it together. "We- we thought 
Phantom was-" 


"Stay back!" Danny trips over Skulker. "Stay back!" 


"We want to help you," the woman says, trying for a shaky smile. "Come back home, we-we 
can figure out a way to fix this, make you human again-" 


"STAY BACK!" 


The scream becomes a Wail, Skulker watching in terror and awe as the scream blows 
everything away! The whole building shakes, the soundwaves visible in the air as they shatter 
windows and explode electric signs! The man and woman fly back, tossed and tumbled until 
they're just barely gripping onto the edge of the building! 


Danny falls to his knees, but the Wail doesn't stop. Ectoplasm soaks his hoodie, his eyes wide 
open and fully green. He falls to the side, clutching his chest, but it still doesn't stop. 


Skulker works frantically, trying to get his suit back online. 


His parents. His parents. Never in a million years would Skulker have expected those two- so 
little of a threat that he never even bothered to learn their names- to be Phantom's killers. 


... His parents. 


He gets the arms working. It's enough! He boots it up and drags himself over to Danny, 
pulling Danny into his lap. "Child! Child, you can stop!" 


Danny doesn't respond, his eyes still wide and unseeing, the strain of the power beginning to 
make cracks form around them and around his mouth. 


"CHILD!" Skulker grabs Danny's hands. "CHILD, CALM DOWN! THEY'RE GONE!" 


The Fentons- The Fentons of all people- try to pull themselves back up, but they're barely 
hanging on as is. 


Danny looks drained, his eyes forced open by the sheer outpour of panicked power. 


"CHILD! YOU'RE SAFE! YOU'RE SAFE! I-" 


Skulker looks at the hands gripping the edge of the building. They'd killed him. He'd lived his 
life with death treats and-and deadly weapons all around him. 


It was one thing for Skulker to hunt him. A stranger, an enemy, a hunter after prey. 


But his own parents? 


And what do they do when they see him again? They make excuses? They-they tell him 
they'll fix it? Make him human again? 


Skulker holds Danny close. "I'LL PROTECT YOU!" 


Danny's head lolls. And... and the Wail starts to fade. 


"I'll protect you," Skulker repeats. "You can start anew. Maybe you forgot your past for a 
reason. Maybe you're meant to be able to move on!" 


Danny closes his mouth, panting. His eyes are still green. 


"They can't reach you in the Ghost Zone," Skulker promises. "We'll all ensure it." 


Danny's eyes fade back to normal, and flutter shut. He goes limp in Skulker's arms, weighed 
down by the ectoplasm-laden hoodie. 


Skulker works on the suit, and gets the legs to work. He stand, holding Danny. He picks up 
Ember as well, and tuns to Johnny. 


Johnny is holding Kitty, tears in his own eyes, staring wide-eyed at Danny. "What kind of 
power was that?" 


"We'll figure it out later." Skulker glances at The Fentons pulling themselves up to the roof 
again. "For now, we need to go." 


"Aim your ecto-beam like this," Johnny directs, helping guide Danny's hand. "Alright, now 
carve out a rectangle, or whatever shape you want your door to have." 


Danny aims carefully, sticking his tongue out. He creates a slightly squiggly version of the 
logo that used to be on his chest (he'll get it back soon. He'd visited Jazz, and she promised 
she'd embroider a hoodie for him). 


He grins. "Now what?" 


"Tap into your core energy, and make it into a little ball in your hand." 


Danny nods, and focuses. Slowly, a little snowball forms in his hand. 


"Now put it where you want the handle to be." 


Danny does. 


"And open it up!" 


Danny turns it, and it clicks. The design solidifies in the air, the outline filling in with black 
and white. He pulls open the door! 


His lair lays before him. A small room, somewhat plain. There's pictures all over the walls. 
Him and his friends, him and his sister. Even one or two with his parents... from better times. 


He floats inside, wide-eyed. There's a computer, and a bed. There's a fake window with a 
view over Real Amity, a small peek into the real world. There's a door to the side, and when 
he opens it he sees a big room with space for training and practicing his powers. 


"This is awesome!" 


"It'll get even better as time goes on!" Johnny promises, giving Danny a one-armed hug. "I'm 
hoping to find some biker stuff in here at some point, kid. Otherwise, no more free rides." 


Ember and Skulker watch from a a small distance away. "So we're really keeping the baby 
pop?" Ember checks, glancing at her boyfriend. 


"We are." Skulker rubs his hand. "... He's... good to have as an ally." 


Ember examines his face. "Yeah... I'm sure that's the only reason why." 


Skulker can't help but smile a little when Danny waves them both over to look at the lair. 


Maybe... it's not the only reason. 


End Notes 


One of my cats died today very suddenly. One moment she was fine and the next she just... 
wasn't, at all. I had to put that upset energy somewhere... and this happened. Even though it's 
not related to my cat at all it brought a weird kind of catharsis to me, so I hope it can the 
same for anyone else having a real whammy of a day. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


